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natural that the master and mistress never
quarrelled. . . . Evening draws nigh. Pleasant
to return home with the herd.

But sometimes the evening and morning had
again been harder to bear, and the next day stern
clouds filled the sky. After dinner a flash of
lightning struck down quite close, sending young
Jussi terror-stricken to the shelter of the nearest
hay-barn. God has suddenly arrived in his head,
straight from the years at Harjakangas. Tuorila
is somewhere far away and altogether of no
importance; father Penjami has found runaway
Jussi and sits in his old seat of power. The
lightning flashes like the angry eye of all the dead
past, the thunder roars, and crying out aloud
Jussi casts himself in imagination into Maija's
lap. Gone the stickiness of this place from
Jussi's blood; in the rain the familiar landscape
has an ominously strange look. The bleak
cruelty of his father, Penjami, and the weak
gentleness of his mother are the dearest treasures
of his trembling heart on this distant alien clearing
in the hour of danger.

And even after the storm has abated, there is
no relief for Jussi to-day. Two cows are missing.
Jussi's breath still comes in gasps after his recent
sobbing, and that makes the new outburst of
tears flow all the easier; what is going to happen
to him if the cows -are lost? The bell-cow
comes into sight near the edge of the clearing,